SAFE CUSTODY

" He's gone/' said* Bugle. " Just here it was he
fell off, an' ------"
" What's that ?" snarled Harris, approaching,
" Who says he's gone ? "
"Well, he's not here," said Bugle. "I wiped
him off of the roof and let him lie. He must have
the lives of a cat if------"
" Search round/1 snapped Harris. " He's hurt and
he's crawled away. Where's that torch of yours,
Punter?"
" Shot out of me 'and/' said Punter.
This most unlikely report sent Harris half out of
his mind, for it seemed they had only two torches
and I had made Harris drop his. Punter was savagely
rent for a lying hound and he and Bugle were sent to
scour the surroundings of the scene of my fall.
" He can't be far/' said Harris, " Are you certain
sure that he fell ? "
I knew he was looking up, peering, and I felt he
must see my body outlined against the sky.
" Every time/' said Bugle. " I tell you, I wiped------"
" Where's that------Holy ? " cried Harris. " Don't
say you've let him go."
"You called me," protested Bugle. "You told
me------"
The explosion his words provoked was truly awful*
I had never conceived such blasphemies as streamed
from his master's mouth, and, of my simplicity, I
never would have believed that a man could so deeply
provoke his Maker, yet not be struck down. Had
this not sobered me I think I must have laughed, for
the scene was comic enough, and I, in a sense, was
enjoying a seat in the stalls. Here were the three of
them searching for something which was not there
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